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~ The Nine Hundred Francs Were Gone,

0

8YNOPSIS. ~

Prancoln Befupre, A peasant babe of
three vears, afier an amusing Inoldent In
Which Marshal Ney figures, s mado a
Chevallar of France by the Emporor N
t:llmn. In the bome of the lad's parents

thae village af Vieghes, France, where
tha emperor had briefly stoppod to hold &
counell of war, Napgleon prophesind that

i boy might one day be s marshal of

ranca under unother Bonapirte. At the
e of ten Francols meots i stranger who
15 astonlshed when the boy telld him of

s ambition. Francols visits  General
n  Gaspard Gourgaud, who with
y hi roven-year-old daughter, lives
"tll e Chatenu. A poldler of the Emplire

m Napoleon he fires the boy's Imag-
1 n with storles of lis campalgns,

CHAPTER V-—Continued.

"Tlens! We will play agaln for an-
other bottle,” he announced with a bit
of swagger, He was consclous of &
right to apend silver In treating his
friends, with that fat purse in his
pocket,

“No,” spoke the stranger—Duplessls,
he had sald His name was, “No. I have
drunk enough. However, If you feel
sensitive at tuking the small sum of
money at my hands—it s a good
game—La rams—let ug play for the
franc which the bottle would cost. Eh
bien!™

Again they played, this time doub-
ling the amount, and again Francois
galned, and agaln and again, till he
felt ashamed in carrying away all this
monay of a new acquaintance, and at
the same time a cock-sureness that so
lucky a devil as Beaupre might well
lose a little and stop at the right
amount, The excitement of eards and
excitement of wine met in a heady mix-
ture; Duplessis drank little, though
Francols urged it on him. The luck be-
gan to change; now and then the
stranger won, now and then Beaupre,
yet more often now the stranger, till
at length Francols was playing not
with the desire to lose, but with a hope
to galn back something at least of the
considerable sum which he had lost
Before this he had gone Into his pock-
et and brought out that honorable nine
hundred francs, and had thrown one
louis d'or after another on the black
table, and lost one after another. Yet
his confidence was still atrong—Iluck
would wurn—this was his lucky day.
And now he would not regret carrylng
away the stranger's money. He began
to feel a flarce engerness to get the
better of this antagonist became so
formidable, And a horrible norvous.
ness was creeping over him at the dim
vision of a thought—a thought kept
resolutely on the eonfines of his con-
sclousnesa, yet persistently pushing
forward—the thought that it might be
that he could not win the money back.

“Double!"” he shouted promptly as
be lost again,

And he lost again, The nine hun-
dred francs were gone! e gave n note
now, on his stock, and again he lost
A deathly sickening sensatlon had
gripped him and was holding him,

In sllence, with n crowd of silent
méen, who in some wuy had come to
know what was happening, standing
about them, the two played the last
round. And Francols lost.

In silence he signed the note which
gave lo the stranger his house and
furniture and land, all that he had in
the world.

CHAPTER VL.
Work and Hope,

Thea next day a sheriff and Hls clerk
came and fixed red souls to the house
and to everything in It which locked,
and Claire watched In a deep gqulet,
the baby in her arms.

Something had been suld already of
sending the children 1o this or that
uncle or aunt—there would in a short
time be no home and no living for
them until the broken f{ether could
gather himsell and begin again,  Lit
tle Francois resolvad that he would
not go, He would stay «ith his father
and prove that eleven was not too
young Lo make money. Ax he slood
watching the gherlff who moved gloom-
ily about his unwelcome duty he was
aware of a borke's hoofs beating down
the road, and be turned. In the midst
ol his grief it was Interesting to see

ELow-n

tha Baron-General Gourgaud coming
on his bay mare Lesitte. The general

. drew up beside him and looked at him

ntornly.

L 1
K15 'a,‘; “Where ls your father?” he shot at
13 s 'r-'wwm a leg over and’vaulted
iy flung the mare’s reins to the

w and swung Into the great entry
- through the open door Into the

I’;‘"’""r‘?“- weols, (hough  broken-hearted,

# but eleven, and It was a proud
hing to h':ld th:m horse and
‘Anan spirited beast paw
© oarth u'?..m hor, He was s0
anged with this occupation that

¢ other chld

# brulsed e and bis Tost

B7~MARY RAYMOND SAIPMAN ANDREWS

e ww— e — o P L=

.

T

Sl

ILLUSTRATIONS &3~ ELLSWORTH YOUNG™

COPYRICNT 19/2 By LSOBBS MERRILL CO.

Its guardian and an lmportant person,
with complete satisfaction,

And at that, out of the house came
the selgneur, big and black-browed and
solld of tread, and with Nm that
broken-hearted father whose face re
called all tks tragedy,

"Francois,” his father spoke, more
gently than ever he had spoken be-
fore, “I have taken your future from
you, my son, The selgneur wishes to
glve it back. He wishes to make you
hi# child. Your mother consenta—and
I-I consent.” His father's arm was
about hils neck. The genernl's abrupt
volece took up the statement,

“Will you come and lve with me In
the ehateau, Monsieur the Marshal?"
he demanded roughly, kindly, “1 will
treat you as a son—you shall learn to
ride a horse and shoot a gun and be a
soldler. You shall it yoursell for the
part which we know must be played
one day. Wil you come?”

For a moment it seemed to Francols
that heaven had opened and a miracle

The Little Figure Had Sprung Up, and
Stood, Threatening,

of joy come down; then it tlashed to
his mind that this dazzling gift had a
price, With a whole soul Francols cast
away the brilllant dream and hardly
felt an effort.

“l1 thank you a thousand times, my
selgneur,” he answered with decision.
“l cannot go with you. I must stay
and work for my father and my moth-
Gr.“

There was silence for n minute in
the sunshiny garden; the children had
wandered away; the men did not
speak: oue heard only the more Lis-
ette whom Francols held, who stamped
her light forefoot and whinnled Impa-
tiently. Then the generals grave
volee sounded, more gravely than over.

“Francois Heaupre, vou own a fine
Ind,” he threw at the drooping poasant.
“1 would like to have him for mine.
Since 1 cannot, I shall try at least to
be his friend. Monsleur the Marshal,
it must he as you say. But come to
#ee me at the chateau soon. [ shall

have things to talk over with you.”

On a morning Francols was busy at
the new garden, digging beds for the
plunts which the nelghbors had eager-
ly glven them, and which, put in the
ground now, in the autumn, would rise
above them in brightness next spring.

Into thig contentment came, gallop-
ing gloriously, hoof beats of a horse.
The busy spade, several sizeg too big,
stopped, and Francols leaned his chin

on the handle, the boy out of drawing

for the tool. The genoral stopped,
which was a heavenly surpride to
Francols ench time that it happened.

“Good morning, marshal. Will vou
ask your mother if I may speak to
hor?"

"Mother, mother, the seigneur wish-
es you." Francois whisperad plercing-
¥, but Clalre was already on the liitle
front walk by the new garden.

In & moment she stood at the gate
in her fresh calico dress, with n white
fichu over her head, and the Lig man
towered and growled sentences friend-
lilly, Then the general trotted with
Jingling stirrup down the village street
and Claire stood with oyes following
for a moment. :

“What did the selgneur say, my
mother?" Francois demanded. “Did
he say | might come to the chateau
tomorrow? May 17 Am [ lo know
what the general said, my mother?

Afler his father came homs to din-
ner he knew. FHe was to go  each
morning to the chateau and do work in
copying for the general. The general
was welting a book, nothing less than
a history of Napoleon himself. The
boy's great dreamy eves glowed,

So the little Ind, In  his eclean,
patched, peasant clothes, went up to
the chateau the next morning serlous
nnd lmportant, and was given a table
and a corner in the library and words
to copy which thrilled his soul.

Often the general talked to him.
“Eh blen, there, the marshal!” would
come thundering from thg great table
across the room; and the serlbe would
drop his pen and scuttle over the dim
wide place,

“Yes, Monsleur the Selgneur. | am
hers."
“Listen then, my soldler. | am un-

certain if this that | have writlen Is of
importance. It Is interosting to me,
because Gaspard Gourgnud was there,
yet 1 do not wish to ram Gaspard
Gourgaud down a reader's throat."
Francols squatted on a stool exactly
In Tront of the general, with his knees
together and his elbpws on them, his
chin in the hollow of his hauds. His
eyes were glued on the general's face,
In a deep voles the general read, It
was an account of that world-tragedy,
the retreat from Moscow. First
a list of 1 and of officers, with

“You dnd it (nteresting?’ he de-
manded,

Francols, llps congeegaed, shook his
head firmly. “No, my Seigneur. Not
at all”

“I agree with you,” the general sald,
and sorted the papers over and Isid
some away. Selecting a sheet or two,
he began to read ngaln,

“Over the frozen roads the worn
army still trodged: every form of
misery trudged with them. Hunger
was there, and cold, and suffering of
wounds, and suffering of lack of cloth-
Ing; more than this, there was the
constant dread of attack from flylng
bands of Cossacks, From time to
time frightful explosions made one
turn one's head—it was the calssons
exploded by order of the Emperor that
they might no longer encumber us,
The gnow fell. The Emperor marched
on foot with us, Stafl In hand, wrapped
in a large loose cloak, a furred Rus-
slan cap on his head, he walked in
the midst of his houeehold, encourag-
ing with a word, with a smile, every
one who came near him,

“There were many advantures which
ahowed the souls of men shining
through the nightmare of ‘his horrible
time. Many noble deeds wero . done,
many heartbreaking ones. One which
was both happened to me. There was
an Italinn officer In the corps under
Prince Bugene, who had been my com-
rade when 1 was on the etaff of
Lannes; his name was Zappl—the
Marquis Zappi. On the day after the
drendful passing of the Deresina
River, 1 suddenly feit my strength go
could walk no longer. A slck
loathing selzed me, and 1 groaned and
dragged my heavy feet forward, to
sgtay with my friends even a few steps
more, And with that an arm was
around me suddenly, and 1 heard Zap-
pi's gulet volee,

“‘Keep up your cournge, comrade;
we are going to &ea our homes yet,’
he eald. ‘1 shall take care of you
Look'—and 1 looked, and he had a
gledgo with fur robeg on it, 1 never
knew where he got {t—from some de-
serted Russian house, I suppose. He
put me on the sledge and wrapped me
In the furs and gave me brandy from
hils fleek. For Zappl had done & clever
thing. He had made a bargain with
some Jesults near Polotsk, where he
had camped for n while, that hile men
should cut and beat the wheat neces-
aary on condition that he should have
i part of the brandy for them, He had
kept some of his share yet, and [t
saved my WUle that day, the brandy
of the monks of Polotsk.”

“There was a thick fog several dayn
later, and out of it, and out of the
wood we must pass, rushed with wild
cries a cloud of mounted Cossacks
across the road within twenty paces
of the Emperor himself. But General
Rapp dashed forward at the head of
two mounted squadrons of chasseurs

i
The Marquis Received It With Grave
Courtesy.

and grenadiers of the guard who al-
ways followed the Emperor, and the
Cossncks wore put to flight. | was
in charge; | wias serving temporar!ly
in the place of one of Rapp's officers,
becnuse, on aceount of my late weak-
ness, it was thought well that I should
be on horseback. Ho it happened that,
ns the skirmish finighed, 1 Baw coming
toward me a filgure in a furred coat
and cap, brandlshing & Cossack lance
—rushing toward the REmperor, 1|
dashed down on the mad Cosgack, as
I thought him, and passed my great
saber through: his body. And the man
Yell, and as he feil the fur cap went
off and he groaned and looked up at
me with dying eyes—it was Zappl"

“Ah!"™ The little fgure had sprung
up and stood, fists clenched, threaten-
ing. One would have thought Il was
this second that the general hed sa-
bred Zappl.

“May 1 live o moment?” the general
inquired. “Till 1 explain. Zapni did
not die”

“Ah!" again. And Francols sank
relleved on the stool, yet with stern
oyos still on the general's face The
general lald the papers aside,

“Not he. He had selzed the lance
from a Russian whom he had kllled—
it wan most lmprudent, especidlly in
the dress he wore, whieh did not show
the French uniform underpeath. It
was my turn then to play nuree. He
was placed In one of the carriages of
the Emperor, and 1 cared for him as
my own brother, and he came through
it all, and went back to Italy, to kis
home.” .

The general's deepset eyes were
gnzing now above Francols' head out
through the narrow window where the
boy's table stood, across the moun-
tain slope, to the blue distance,
“Alessandro, my friend,” he spoke

yet softly,
- in? So

yrs ‘E

I was freexing and dying in Russig-—
I shall touch them perhaps aever
aguin, never again!”™

CHAPTER VI
The Crown of Friendship.

In the claw-footed, carved, old ma-
hogany desk of a Virginia house, in a
drawer wiere are packets of yellowed
letters tlod up and Tabeled # a letter
written years later, referring o that
earlier tlme in France. Perhaps this
bit of the chronlele of Francols Beau-
pre could not be told so vividly as in
these words of Francols written from
his prison. He begins with the ac-
count of an adventure, of a ride for
Ife.

“So, denr Alixe,” he finlghes this—
the datafled story of his ecapture—
“down went the poor horge, and over
his head 1 spun into the ditch with
a bymp on the skull which dazed me.
And when 1 came to theis were the
heavy Ausirians around me, gaplng
to see the Prince. And only Francols
Beaupre to see, which they found out
pretty promptly, as 1 bhave told you
before, and also how 1 defled them,

“In a great danger they say one
thinks more clearly than usual—one's
mind works with smoothneas and at
lelsure. It was so during that ride.
for 1 followed out as 1 dashed along,
hearing the shouts of the men back
of me, the whole traln of ecireum-
stances from one of thoge mornings
with Coq In the park, to this adven-
ture of life and death, It was the
morning—you will know before 1 say
It—when Jean Phillippe Molson, (n his
lovely purple clothes, eame minelng
down the graveled drive, as if afraid
of spolling hlsa good shoes—and 1
think he was—to the selgneur, who
taught us to ride Cog. Do you re-
member how your father thundered at
him?

“*A strange mongleur to gee me?
Imposgsible! 1 am engaged. Tell him
I will not ses him.'

“And Jean Philllppe smiling, for all
of them understood the seigneur, and
saylng gently, ‘Yes, my Selgneur,'

turned away with the message. And
your father shouted after him:
“'Stop! Come back here! What

do you mean by that? Bring the mon-
slour to me." Aund the purpla clothes
disappeared and appenred again In a
few minutes gleaming in the sun
aguninsl the gray old walls—I can see
{t all now, Allxe—like a large violet
blossom of a strange flower, And be
hind Jean Plhillippe was a tall man
in A loug travellng cloak, and behind
him a tall lttle boy,
came the selgneur turned o go to
meot them, and stopped and stared
And the monslenr In the cloak stopped
and stared; and you, mounted on Cogq,
and 1, holding Cog's bridle, watched
curlously, because of the other child,
and we saw how the sefgneur sud.
denly began to shake as if i}, and then
with # hoarse shout rughed to the
tall man and threw hls arms about
him and held him, and sobbed aloud.
That was n strange thing to see the
seigneur do, and I never forgot It. And
to think that the ehild who stood
there, shy nnd unkoown, was Pletro!
It geems unreasonable that ever there
was a time when you and Pletro and
1 dld not know one another well,

“As | rode that day, with the Aus-
trinng after me, 1 thought out the
whole chain of events; how Pletro had
come and had stayed while his father,
the marquis, went to Ameriea, and had
fitted into our life and become dear to
us, the big, beautiful, sllent lad. And
how then, because of the death of the
marquis, Pletro had come under the
charge of your father, the selgneur,
and how he and | went away together
to the military school, always more
and more like hrothers and—all the
rest. 1 need not recite those things
to you, yet I llke to do . My
thoughts, In that wild dangerous mo-
ment, seemed to go in detall through
ull, from the morning that the Mar-
quis Zappl arrived with his little son
al the echateay, through the ten years
of our life together, to my coming
into Ituly as his pecrotary—and from
that, by a rapid step. to this castle
prison.”

Tha rest of the letter belongs to o
later part of the story. That
Pletro Zappl should be led into the
narrative by
friend was the object for which ghe

letter wahk introduced, and, that ac
complished, the course of history
bends back to the quiet Valley of

Delesmontes and the' children growing
up under the shadows of the custie
LOWers,

The general, sitting In his library
the mornlng after the arrival chron-
icled in the quoted letter, stared at
his old friend from under his heavy
brows as If trylng vigorously to con-
vinee himself of his prescnce. The
marquis, an Itallan of North ltaly, tall
and proud and guiet, had the air more
of a setudent than of a soldler. A
lttle the air, also, of an invalid, for
he stooped and walked languldly, and
s cough caught him at times. He was
talking, on that morning in the library,
while the gennral listened; it was not
the usual order of things,

“So you see, Gaspard,” the marquls
wont on in his quiet reticent way,
“that 1 have belleved In our old friend-
ship. 1 have taken for granted a wel-
come for my boy—I could not have
done it with another man. The voy-
age to America and my stay there
will last, it way be a year. [ have
brought Pletro to leave him with you
if you will have him."

This old offcer of Napdleon had,
after all hin battles and killinge, the
simplicity and the heart of his own
little girl, But he cleared his throat
lmﬂo:x with u‘::nvm :‘ mm
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claim him from e, and glad enough
1 nm to get him for as long ne 1 may.
I have a lien on n very good manner
of hoy alréady, young Francols Begu-
pre, whom 1 wished to adopt, but the
Ind would not give up his parents,
And that makes me more eager for
another. They will play better tlo-
gether and work better together, and
they will be a good bruce of brothers
for my Alixe”

“Your Alixe,” the marquis spoke
rellectively. “She Is a charming per.
gon, that 1ittle woman of yours."

“Alessandro, shall 1T teil you what
finshed into my head before you and
Pletro had been here an hour?'

“What then?”

“l saw the children—your boy and
my girl—together as If lifelong play-
mites over the blg books in the win-
dow-sent there, and It came to me
that It would be a joy to crown one's
life If—later on—" He stopped nnd

-

i

1

“Yes, Monsicur, the Marquis, Always."

gazed Inquiringly at the calm blue
eyes which met his,

“Yes," the marquls answered qui-
etly. "It would be that—the crown of
our friendship.*lf some day they might

love each other.”

CHAPTER Vi,
For Always,

Clalre listened with serious ealm
eves as her son told his story when
he came home on the day of the new
arrival at the castle,

“The great gentleman has  comse
who onte saved our scigneur's lfe!”
she repeated after Francols, “And
the selgneur is glad. Of course he 1s
glad, my Francols, And 3ou ought
to be zlad, too, and grateful to that
gentleman because of all the good
things our seigneur has done for you
and which would not have happened,
assuredly, If Monsgleur the Marquis
had not saved him. You should do
everything that s possible for Mon.
sleur the Marquls to show your grati-
tude."

Next morning the little brown fig-
ure which trudged through the beech
wood was brightened by a large and
vivid bouquet held in his two handa.
When the tap of Francols at the
Hbrary door, where one heard men's
voices talking, had brought the gen.
eral's loud command of “Entrez,” the
little brown figure and the large bunch
of flowers came In logether and the
boy marched satralght to the stately
Itallun. Snapping his heels together
ag hle mother had taught him he
made a stiff deep bow, and presented
his nosegay. The marquis, o little
astonlshed at this attention, recelved
ft with grave courtesy but without
much cordiality; it seemed to him'
rather an odd whim of Gourgaud's
to haye this peasant child about ns
one of his own family,

But Francols did not know that; to
him all the world was Kindly, with
different manners of kindliness. The
manner of Lthe marguis was graver
than other people's, perhups—what
then? The kindliness was nndoubted-: |

Hetle !

the hand of his closest |
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MUCH POWER' IN SUGGESTION |

Extends to the Curing of Physical Iils
If One Will Persevere In
Treatment.

By the method known as “sugges- |
tion,” it I8 possible (according to a
medical writer) not only to perform
the simple experiment of waking one-
solf at & glven hour in the mornlng,
but also to banish all mivor physical
ailments and even to correct faults in
the character.

Just a8 in the first Instance the ex
perimenter before golng to sleep at
night makes 8 mental request to him-
gulf that he shall nwake at a certain
time on the following morning, so in
more important matters he suggests
to himself & condition of health or a
method of conduct.

To take two instances. Supposing
you suffer from Insomnia, you focus .
your whols attention upon the repe-
titlon four times a day of a given for
mulp. Thus you may say to yourself
that you trouble no more about the
matter, merely repeating the state
ment at intervals, In two or three
days at most the effect—according to

i
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the authority—will be felt in wound | s
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| continued

' of himself.

=

I¥ thera below the gravity.
was this monsleur who had saved the
lifo of the sgelgneur; that, after all,
was the whole matter, Francois wast
ed Httle time thinking of other people's
feeling toward himself, He was much
too busy with a joyful wonder of his
own at the ever new goodness of hig
world., To the marquis, who hardly
noticed him, he proceeded to consti
tute himself a shadow. At the first
#lgn of a service to be done he was
up and at it; always quicker, alwayn
more Intelligent than the footman.

“You have thrown a charm over my
boy Francols, Alessandrq,” the gen-
eral sald, well pleased. And the mar
quis answered thoughtfully!

“It Is = boy out of the common, I
belleve, Gaspard, At firet 1 thonght
It a mistake that you should saize a
child of his class to the place you
have given him, but I see that you
understand what you are about. He
is worthy of a good fate.”

The day came when, on the next
morning, the Marquis Zoppl was due
to start on his long Journey to Amer-
len.  Out on the lawn, In the shadow
of the boceh trees he sat and watched
his son playing ball with lttle Alixe.
Then he was aware of Francols stand-
ing before him. The boy held some-
thing in his closed hand, and with that
he opened his fingers and etretched
it to the marquis. The m- rquls looked
Inquiringly at the yellow metal,

“"What Is this?" he asked; he was
prepiared now to be surprised by this
boy about once in so often, o he sim-
ply suspended judgment at a thing
unexpectad,

“It ia for you, Monsieur tha Mar-
quis,” Francols smiled radiantly and
to present the ten-dranc
plece, “It f8 my own; the selgneur
gave it to me on my birthday, and my
father said it woas to be mine to do
with as | chose. [ choose to give it
to you, Mousleur the Marquls,
that you may have plenty of money—I
know well what it is not to have
enough money."

The brown flst was outstretched, the
gold pleco glittering In it, and still
the marquis stared speechless. Never
in hig life had any one presumed to
offer him money. lie looked up at the
face of the Iittle peasant; It shone
with peace and good will; he put out
his haud and took the gold plece and
looked at It a long minute, and drew
a leather cass from his pocket and
placed It within carefully, and put
It away.

“I'hank you, Francols,” said the mar
quis. And then he considered again
the shining lttle face. “Why have
you done this, Francols?" he asked.
“Why do you always—do so much for
me "

“"That thing In Russin, for my
golgneur, When you saved the life
of my seigneur.”

“Oh sald the marquls and stared
down ut the boy anxiously explaining.

*1 have been afrald that [ could
never show you how | thanked you
for the lfe of my selgneur. But 1
will do more. 1 will be a friend of
Pletro. He 1= six months younger
than I; I ean teach him how to elimb
and how to fght and how to take care
And I will, because of
that thing you did. Because, too, |
think well of Pletro and besldes be
cause of your Kindness to me"

“My kindness to you?"

"Yes, Monsieur the Marquis—be-
cause you have been so kind to me”

And the marquis, In the silence of
hie soul, was ashamed,

The next day he went As they
stood, gathered In the blg carved door-
way, he told them all goodby and
Hfted his boy and held him without
n word, As he set him down he turned
toward the carriage, but n a fAash
he turned back as If by a sudden In-
gpiration, nnd Ipld a hand on little
Francols® shoulder,

“You will remember that you prom- |

fged o be a friend to Pletro, Fran-
cols 7"
“Yea, Monsleur the Marquis,
ways,” the child answered gravely.
{0 BT CONTINURDS

where It Is desired to break onself of
i bad habit,

\
The theory s that the remark or |

statemont I8 addressed to your uncon-
pelous mind, which responds to your
deslres when expressed in this way.

Brand-New Excuse.

Cascy nunounced to his wife, Ellen,
that he wns going to the ball game.
All day he was gone, Night eame,
but no Casey to take his place at the
head of the table. Midnight and no
Cnpey—one o'clock—two o'clock—
three o'clock—no Casey.

As the slx o'clock whistles began to
blow Casey stumbled up the fromt
#teps Into the house and awakened
his wife by his efforts to negotiate
the stalrs. She hopped out of bed
and met her better half in the hall
way,

“Well," sald Mrs. Casey, determins
tion written on her Amazon fage.

*Sallrite, IMlin." sald Casey, weak.
ly. “The game was called on accounnt
of daylight.” -

Tip for Him, .
The Preacher-—-Do yov know where
little boys go who fieh on Bunday?
The Kid—Yes, sir; all us kic

Smyil

And 1t |

You never tasted
| daintier, lighter, fluffier
biseunits than those
baked with Calumet.
They're  always
good — delicions,
For Calumet in~
sures perfect
baking.

HRECEIVED I
HIGHEST AWARDS |
World's Pure Foed

Chicago, ||

more ecenomical
Calumet is lar superior to sour milk and voda.

'WORTH SMILING AT, ANYWAY

Three Good Stories That May Be of
Some Help to the Man With
a Grouch,

] ean't write 4 story,” writes a cor-
respondent, “but | have three little in-
| eldents which | thought you gould fix
us and use.” Fix 'em up, no. Use 'em,
yes. Here they are;

Fellow goes to a doctor, “Doe,” he
says, “I am feeling awiul. T can't eat,
I can’t sleep, | can't—" "I can cure
you," says the dector, “If you'll take
my ndvice. Go and marry the girl"”

“Will you please gimme a quarter?™
begged the kid on the stret. “The
| old guy at Sunday school says that it
we eave our penmnles, we'll get rich,
And If you gimme a quarter, [ can git
it changed into pennles and save 'em.”

Third story—golng up. A man or
dered a drink at a bar, and when the
barkeep sot the bottle out, he poured
out an Immense 8lug. Then he kicked.
“There's a4 plece of cork In this glass!"™
suys he. The bartender took a look.
“That's easy got rid of,” he answered,
| “Pour in apother drop and U1 toat

out!"—Cleveland Plaln Dealer

| New Cause for Divorce.

Why is divores? There's a question
capable of puzzling most of us, don't
you think? Of conrse, some of us can
answer it in a singlo sentence or two.
More of us require lurge volumes
contain a full reply Aud when we
get them written some ong ig sure to
supply a fresh cause for divoree, Take
the ense of that of o New York man
who I8 demanding the dissolution of
the marriage tie because his wife put
soap In his soup. He has added some-
| what to the lMierature of divoree. And
be has revealed o new form of era
elty. Soap as du article of diet is not
| to be highly regardod. By most per
sons It is considered not only offens.
| Ive but dangesvous, And, what & more,
| the average man probably feels that
| he eats enough soap in tha barbor
shop to satisfy his needs. Any andded
by his wife Is likely to be regarded
as superfluous and to Arouse a pesv.
| ishness that may not ensily be stilled.

Teacher's Boomerang.

| A certain high school professor,
| who at times (s rather blunt in speechs
| remarked apgrily to his class of
| st the beginning of a lesson:

“l don't kuow why it ls~—every time
1 get up to speak, some fool talks.™
Then he wondered why the boys burst
out into & roar of laughter.

What He Would Have Done.
Defendant—I1 don't know what I'd
have done if it hadn't been for you.
Lawyer—I know, though. You'd
have done time.

Interested.
“Awaks, man, awake!"
“All right,” sald

L —

himself, “whose wake!"

."o




